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loon house. All this time the fog was still thick; there was no wind; telegrams and telephones from the Weather Bureau at Washington, with which for days we had been in almost hourly communication,, brought no news of probable change. General conditions over the Atlantic Ocean were reported favorable; local conditions were right; thanks to a little patience and watchfulness our chance had come to launch the airship without danger of accident in taking her out, one of the things which from the first we had most feared, for well did we know from experience the hazard of that operation.
Then we took her out. A hundred men grasped the leading lines placed for their use, hanging down from the sides of the balloon. The 12% tons of material and gas composing the ship floated in the air upon such an even balance that one could push the whole mass up or down with one hand. A few hundred weight of sand bags were thrown off, the hundred men pulled enough upon their lines to compensate the upward thrust of this buoyancy, and as the crews of men walked forward at the word of command the huge ship glided gracefully out of the house in which she had been assembled and painstakingly prepared for her long voyage. The assembled people cheered as they saw her slide out into the fog. They were amazed at